“Wall, I've Got a Rug Up In My

SYNOPSIS. |

Seorge Percival Aigernon Jones, vice-
president of the Matropolitan Oriental Rug
pompuny of New York, thirsting for ro-
mance, ls In Calro on n business trip,
Horace Ryanne arrives al the hotel In
Cairo with a carefully guarded bundie.

CHAPTER Ill—(Continued.)

George's romance gathered |tsell for
& flight. Perhaps It was love thwart-
od and the gentleman with the mus
tache and Imperial, in spite of his ami-
ability, might be the ogre. Perhaps
it was love and duty. Perhaps her
tover had gone down to sea. Perhaps
(for lovers are known to do such
things) he had run away with the
sther girl. If that was the case,
George did not think highly of that
pentative mentleman's taste. Perbhaps
and péirhapa again; but George might
aanve gone on perhapsing till the
crack o' doom, with neyer a molltary
glimmer of the true state of the girl's
mind,. Whenever he saw an unknown

mn or woman who attracted his at-

tion, he never could reslst the im-
pulse to Invent a romanca that might
apply.

Immediately after dessert the two
rose; and George, finding that nothing
more important than a ploeapple ice
#otained him, got up and followed, Mr.
fxyanne almost trod on his heels ns
they went through the doorway Into
Abe cosy lounglog-room. George
dropped into a vacant divan and wait-
ad for hile cafe a la Turque. Mr.
®ynnne walked over to the head-por-
¢ar'a hurean and asked If that gentle-
man would be so kind as to polnt out
Mr. George P. A, Jones, if he were
anywhere in pight. He thoughtfully,
wot to say regretfully, lald down =
amall bribe.

“Mr. Jones?" The porter knew Mr,
Joneg very well.. He was generous,
snd treated the servants as though
they were really human belngs. Mr.
Ryanne, elther by his inquiry or as
%he result of his bribe, went up sev-
sral degrees in the porter's estima-
ton. “Mr. Jones ls over there, on the
divan by the door."

“Thanks,"

But Ryanne dld not then seek the
voung man. He studled the quarry
from a diplomatic distance. No; there
waa nothing to Indleate that George
‘Percival Algernon Jones was in any
way handleapped by his Arthuresque
'middle names.

“No fool, as Gloconda in her Infinite
wisdom hath said; but romantie, ter
ribly romantle, yet, llke the timid
Wather who puts a foot Into the wuter,
finds it cold, and withdraws {t. It will
all depend upon whether he Is a real
wollector or merely & buyer of rugs.
Forward, then, Horace; a soverelgn
fins already dashed headlong down the
far horizon."

Reom 1'd Like to Show You™

[ellow! What did he want at this mo-
ment?

If Ryanne saw that he was (oo
much, as the French say, he also per-
celved the cause, The desire to shake
George till his teeth rattled was in-
stantly overcome. She hadn't seen
him, snd for this ha wns grateful.
“You are Interested In rugs? 1 mean
old ones, rare oned, rugs that are

bought once and seldom If ever sold
wgaln."
“Why, yes. That's my business.”

George had no silly ideas about trade.
He had never poged as a gentleman’s
son in the sense that it meant ldle
ness.

Ryanne presented his card.

“How do vou pronounce [t1” asked
George nalvely.

“Ag they do in Cork.”

“l never saw It spelled that way be-
fore."

“Nothing surprising in that,” replled
Ryanne. “No one else has, either

George laughed and walted for the

explanation.
“You see, Ryan i ns good a name
ag they make them; but It classes
with prize-fighters, politiclans and bar
chemigts, The two extra letters put
the finishing touch to the name A
jewel I8 all right, but what tells ias
the way you hang It round your neck.
To me, those additlonal letters repre-
pant the jewel Ryan in the hands of a
Lallque."

“You talk llke an American."

T am; three generations. What's
the matter?" with sudden concern.

Gieorge was frowning, "Haven't I
met you somewhere befora?

“Not to my recollection.” A specu-
lative frown now marred Ryanne's
forehead. It did not illustrate a gearch
in his memory for such & casunlty as
the meeting of Gearge. He never for-
got a face and certainly did not re-
member George's. Rather, the frown
had its source in the mild dread that
Percival Algernon had seen him some-
where during one of those indisposi
tlons of the morning after. “No; I
think you have made a mistake.”

“Likely enough, It just struck me
that you looked something ke a chap
named Wadsworth, who was half-back
on the varglty, when 1 entered my
freshman year."

“A university man? DLord, no! 1
was turned loose at ten; been husiing
ever since.”” Ryanne spoke easily, not
a tremor In his volee, although he
thad recelved & plight mental jolt,
“No: no college record here. But I
want to chat with yom about rugs.
I'va heard of you, indirectly.”

"Prom the carpet fellows?! Wa do
a blg buslness over here. What have
you got?"

“Well, I've & rug up in my room
r'a lke to show you. I want your fudg-
ment for one thing. Will you'do me
the favor?” ]

Sinoce the git! had disappeared and
with her those 'Imeginary appurte-
nances that had for m space  traps-
formed the lounging-room into u stage,
George saw again with normal yision
that the room was simply & common
sons and illdressed persons, of the
unimpeachable, the {mpeccable, the
doubtful and the pecoant; for in Cairo,
as In anclent Bgypt, there fn every

and kind of humans, for whom
Decalogue was tran-
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font Moses, an incident more or less
forgotten thess days. From the tall
of his eye he gave swift scrutiny to
hls ¢hance acquaintance, and he found
nothing to warrant suspieion. It was
not an unusual procedure for men to
hunt him up in Cairo, in Constantinople,
in Smyrns, orin anyof the Oriental
cities where his business {tinerary led
him. The house of Mortimer & Jonea
wns widely known. This man Ryanne
might have been anywhere between
thirty and forty. He was tall, well set
up, blond and smooth-skinned. True,
he appeared to have been ill-fed re-
cently. A little more flesh under the
cheek-bones, a touch of color, and the
Irishman would have been a handsome
man, George could read a rug a league
off, as they say, but he was a ehild in
the matter of physiognomy, whereas
Ryanne was a past-master in this re-
gard; {t waa necessary both for his
business and safety.

“Certainly, I'll take a look at it
But I tell you frankly,” went on
George, “that to Interest me It'a got
to be & very old one. You see, it's a
little fad of mine, outalde the business
end of {t. I'm crazy over real rugs,
and I Kknow something about every
rare one In existence, or known to ex-
ist. Is It & copy?"

“No. Il tell yon more about it
when we get to my room.”

“Come on, then.," George was now
quite willing to discuss rugs and ear
pets.

Having galned the room, Ryanne
threw off hig coat and relighted his
clgar, which, in & saving mood, he had
allowed to go out. He motioned George
to be seated.

“Just a little yarn befors 1 ehow you
the rug. See theses cuffg?”

“Yes."

“Youn will observe that I have had
to reverse them. Note this collar?
Same thing. 'Trousers-hems & Dbit
frayed, coat shiny at the elbows”
Ryanne exhibited his sole fortuns.
“Four sovereigne hetween me and &
jall"

George herame thoughtful. He was
generous and kind-hearted among
those he knew Intimately or slightly,
but he had the Instinctive reserve of
the seasoned traveler in cases llke
this, He waited.

“The truth is, I'm all hut done for,
And If T fail to strike a bargain here
with you. . Well, I should hate
to tell you the result, Our consul
would have to furnlsh me passage
home. Were you ever up agalnst it to
the extent of reversing your cuffs and
turning your collarse? You don't know
what lfe is, then."

George gravely produced two good
cigars and offered one to his host.
There was an nbsence of sound,
broken presently by the cheerful
erackle of matches; two billowing
clonds of smoke flonted outward and
upward. Ryanne sighed. Here was &
clgar one could not purchase in all the
length and breadth of the Orlent, a
Pedro Murias, In one of his doubt-
fully prosperous €pochs he had smoked
them daily. HMHow long ago had that
been?

“Yonder {8 a rug, a prayer-rug, as
holy to the Moslem asg the idol's eye
s to the Hindu, ss the Bible Is to the
Chrigtian. ¥or hundreds of years it
never saw the outside of the Sullan’s
palace, (ne day the late, the recently
Inte, Abdul the TUnspeakable Turk,
gave it to the Pasha of Bagdad.
Whenever this rug makes Its appear-
ance in Holy Mecea, it {8 warshiped,
and none but a Sultan or a Sultan's
favorite may kneel upon it, Bagdad,
the hundred mosques, the old capital
of Sulelman the Great, the dreary
Tigris and the sluggish Buphrates, a
muezzin from the turret calls to pray-
er, and all that, eh?"

George leaned forward from his
chalr, u gentle terror in his heart,
“The Yhiordes? By Jove! Is that the
Yhiordes?"

Admiration kindled in Ryanne's
eyes, To have hit the bull's-eye with
s0 free and quick an alm was ample
proof that Percival Algernon had not
boasted when he sald that he knew
gomething about rugs.

“You've guessed it."

“How did you come by it? George
demanded excitedly.

“Why do youn ask that?”

“Man, ten-thousand pounds could
not purchase that rug, that bit of car.
pet. Collectors from every port have
been after it in vain. And you mean
to tell me that it les there, wrapped
in butcher's paper "

“Right0!" .

Ryanne solemnly detached a cuff
and rolled up his sleeve. The bare
musgcnlar arm was scarred by two
long, ugly Inifewounds, scarcely
healed. Next he drew up & trousers-
leg, disclosing a battered shin. “And
there's another on my shoulder-blude,
the closest call I ever had. A man

_ written, * t
scribed, and shattered by the

of shope. I wanted to be my own man,
to go and come as I plensed. To do
this and lve meant precarious ex.
ploits, This rug represents one of
them. I sm telling you the family
secret; I am Ehowing you the skele
ton in the closet, confidentially. 1
stole that rug; and when 1 say that
the seven lubors: of our old friend
Hercules were slmple diversions com-
pared, you'll recognize the difficulties
I had to overcome. You know some-
thing of the Oriental mind. I hand-
led the job alone, I may not be out
of the jungle set.”

George Ustened antranced, He could
readily construct the scenes through
which this adventurer had gone; the
watchful nights, the untiring patience,
the thirst, the hunger, the heat. And
yet, he could hardly belleve. He was
a trifle skeptical. Many a rogue had
made the migtake of playing George's
age against his experience. He had
made some serlous blunders in the
early stages of the business, how-
ever; and everybody, to galn some-
thing In the end, must lose something
at the start.

“If that rug I8 the ome I have in
mind, you certainly have stolen It
And If {t's & capy, I'll teil you quickly
enough.”

_“That's fafr. And that's why,"
Ryanne declared, "I wanted you to
look at it. To me, congidering what I
have gone through to get It, to me it
la the genuino carpet. To your expert
eye it may be only a fine copy. 1 know
this much, that rare ruge and‘paint-
ings have many coples, and that some
one {8 being hooked, sold, bamboozled,
sandbagged, every dey In the weel. 1f
this is the real article, I want you to
take it off my hands,” the adventurer
finished pleasantly.

"There will be a hue and cry.”

'No doubl of it."

“And the devil’'s own Job to get it
out of Wgypt." These were set phrases
of the expert, prellminaries to bar-
gainlng, “One might as well carry
round a gtolen elephant.”

“But a man who is as familiar with
the game &8 you are would have little
difficulty, Your Integrity Is an estab-
lished fact, on both sldes of the water.
You could take it to New York ns a
copy, and no appralser would know
the difference. it'a worth the attempt.
I'd take it to New York myself, but
you see, I am flat broke., Come; what
do you or I care about a son-of-a-gun
of a Turk?" drolly.

“What do you want for it, suppos-
ing it's genulna?" George's throat was
dry and his voloe harsh. His con-
sclence roused herself, feebly, for It
hiad been a long time since ocoasion
had necessitated her presenoce.

Ryanne narrowed his eyes, carefully
balancing the possibilities. “Say, one
thousand pounds. It Is like glving it
away. But when the devll drives, you
know. It 1s beyond any set price; it
is worth what any collector ls willlng
to pay for It. I belleve 1 know the
kind of man you are, Mr. Jones, and
that {8 why, when I learned you wers
in Calro, 1'came directly to you. You
would never sell this rug. No. You
would become ke a miser over his
gold. You would keep it with your
emerilda (I have heard about them,
too); draw the curtains, lock the
doors, whenever you looked at it. Eh?
You would love it for its own sake,
and not because it is worth so many
thousand pounds, You are salling in
a fey davs; that will help. The Pagha
{s id Constantinople, and it will be
three or four weeks before he hears of
the theft, or the cost,” with a certaln
grimness,

“You haven't killed any one?" whis-
pered George.

“1 don't know; perhaps.
ity against paganism; the Occldental
conscience permits I Ryanne made
n geature to indicate that he would

Mr. Jones deemed rdvisable to make,

But George made none. He rose
hastily, sought his knife and, without
gb much as by your leave, slashed the
twine, flung aalde the paper, and threw
the rug across the counterpane, It
wasg the Yhiordes, There was not the
slightest doubt in his mind. He had
heard it described, he had seen n
photogragh of It, he knew ith history
and, most vital of all, he owned a
good capy of it

Agninst temptation that was robust
and energetic and alluring (like the
man who inslsls upon your having a
drink when you want it and ought not
to have it), what chanes had con-
solence, grown lnnocuous in the long
period of the young man's good be-
havior? Collectors are always honest

Christian: |

submit to whatever moral arralgnment f

Forty Thieves; George was transport-
ed méntally to that magic city, stand-
ing between the Tigris and the Eu-
phrates, in all ita white glory of a
thousand years gone. Ryanne, the
room and its furnishings, all had van-
ished, all save the exqulsite fabric pat-
terned out of wool and cotton and
knotted with that mingling love and
ekill and patlence the world knows no
more, He let his hand stray over It
How many knees had pressed its thick
vet pllant substance? How many
strange scenes had It mutely wit
nesged, acanes of beauty, of terror? It
shone under the light llke the hide of
a healthy hound.

The nerves of n smoker are general
ly made apparent by the rapldity of
his exhalstions., These two, In the
séveral minutes, bad filled the room
with g thick, blue haze; and thfough
this the elder man eyed the younger.
The sign of the wolf gleamed In his
eyes, but without animosity, modified
as it was by the half-friendly, half-
cyniecal smile.

“I'll risk it,” sald George finally,
having stepped off the magical carpet,
as It were. "I can't give you a thou-
sand pounds tonight. I can glva you
three hundred, and the balance tomor-
row, between ten and eleven, at
Cook's." {

“That will be agreeable to me.”
George passed over all the avallable
cash he had, rolled up the treasure and
tucked it under his arm, That some-
where In the world was' a true be-
llever, walling nnd beating hls breast
and calling down from Allah curses
upon the ginour, the dog of an infidel,
who had done this thing, disturbed
George not in the least.

“1 say,” as he opened the door, “you
must tell me all about the adventure.
It must have been a thriller.”

“It was,” replied Ryanne. “The
story will keep, Later, If you care to
hear it."

“Of course,” ndded George, moved
by & discretionary thought, “this trans-
action is fust between you and me."
“You may lay odds on that heart-
fly. ‘“Well, good mnight, See you at

Cook’s In the morning."

ue. A disgresslon, perhaps, but more
pertinently an appllcation.
Temptation then no longer at his
shoulder, George began to have
qualms, littls chaps, who started bus-
zing into his moral ears with all that
maddening, Interminable drone which
mukes one murvel however do school:
teachers survive their first terms. |
Among these qualms there was none |

that pleaded for the desolate Turk or |

his minfons whose carelessness had
made the theft possible, For all George
cared, the Moslemm might grind his
forehead in the soulless sand and
malke the alr palpitate with his plaints
to Allash. No, The disturbance was
due to the fact that never before had
he been wittingly the purchaser of
stolen goods. He never tried to gloze
over the subtle d@lstinction between
knowing and suspecting; and If lie had
been varionsly suspicious in regard to
certain past bargains, consclence had
found no nizeable wedge for her de
murrers. The Yhiordes was conlessed-
ly stolen.

He paused, with his hand upon the
door-knob of his room. If be dldnt
keap the rug, It would fall into the
hands of a collector less scrupulous,
To peturn it to the Pasha at Bagdad
would he pure folly, and thankless. It
was one of the most beautiful weay-
inga In existence, It was as priceless
in {ta way as any Raphasl In the Vatl-
can. And he'desired 1ts possession in-
tensely, Why not? Insidious phrase!
Was it not better that the world
ghould see and learn what & wonderful
araft the making of & rare rug had
been, than to allow It to return to the
sordid chamber of & harem, to Inevit-
able ruin? As Ryanne sald, what the
deuce was a fanatical Turk or Arab
to him?

Against these speclous arguments In
favor of becoming the adventurer's
abettor and accomplice, there was
first the possible staln of blood. The
man agreed that he had come away
from Bagdad in doubt. George did
not like the thought of blood. Btiil
he had collected A hundred emeralds,
not one of which was without its red

record. Agaln, If he carrléd the rug |

“Good night." George passed down
the corridor to the adjoining room.
Anfl now, bang! goes Pandora's box.

—

CHAPTER IV.
An Old Asquaintance,

It Was the Yhiordes,

.

home with his other purchases, he
could pull it through the customs only
lying, which was ne distasteful to
mind as belng & recelver of stolen

goods,

He had already pald a goodly sum
againat the purchase; and it
\ Was

- e
View Over Lake Lucerne From the
' Road Near Weggls.

lakes ‘that which washes the quays.
of Geneva, Lausanne, Bvisn andMont-
reaux, and the shores of two coun:
tries, 1a perhaps the most hackneyed,
yet to myself-—maybe from old asso-.
olations; coetus dulees, valete!—It i
the most lovable, There is varied lure.
In the curlous variety of its scenery,
half French and helf Italian, g
| graphically as well as politically 1n
tts primitive fishing and anclent sail-
Ing bonts.
It& colors may be less chameleon in
thelr changes than those of Tahod, its
| trout less mccessible to the angler
| than those of Lake Loulse, its tradi-
tions less solemn than thoss of Gall-
lee, yet It 18 an Inland sea that the
traveler may learn to love for its own
sake; even though it may not move
him, like Rogsean, to drop his tears in
it. Byron made verse on its shares,
and hers, too, Gibson fnished his
greatest work; yet such assotiations
count for little in the sum of Its magle.
It is lovable In ealm and in storm, at
gunset, or in the twillght that suc- -
ceeds. The long reflactions of cumu.
lous clouds seen of an afternoon;
from the hotel balcony at Evian. are
unforgettable. {
The fisheries of Lake Geneva are un-
satisfactqry from the glandpoint of
sport. Of angling, properly speaking,
there is none, save for small perch
and roach, which are caught on long
bamboo rods and coarse float tuckls,
with a worm.—The Field, London.

FARM BOY IS DETERIORATING

Labor-Saving Machinery Given as
One Cause by Dr. L. J, Cooke of
Minnesota Univeralty.
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Minneapolls, Minn.—The universal
e of modern farm machinery, re-
fioving the farm boy of much of the
neavy work formerly done by hand,
8 to blame for his reported physieal
inferfority to his clty-bred classmate,
says Dr. L. J. Cooke, physical direc.
‘or ot the Unfversity of Minnesota.
pr. Cooke recently declared that the
average clty boy physleally was,
much superlor to the country-bred
|ad. Hers are some of the ressons to
which Dr. Cooke ascribes the couh-
iry boy's inferlority: s T

Use of laborsaving machinery of gum
the farm, ;

Financial ability of farmers to hin
[ahorers to perform the heavy worl
‘relieving thelr sons of the task.

Ridifig on farm machinery,
ing, mowing and performing
farm dutles, causing the boy to
some stoop shouldered. \ADE
Lack of systematic physical ecul-
ture. Iy

Absence of athletic' rivalry
young men on the farms.
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ENGLISHMAN AS A PROPHET

Bends Sealeéd Parchment to
ssoclation, to Ba Opend
‘After 100 Years..




